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TO THE 


SIR E, 
Ar a time whe your r Majeſty 8 faith- 
ful ſubjects have all united in preſent- 
ing their addreſſes of Condolence upon 

this melancholy occaſion, I think it my 


duty to appro ach the Throne, and of- 
fer this tribute of loyalty, this Vindi- 


cation due to Injured Innocence; and, 


however inadequate my abilities may 
prove to the attem pt, I truſt that the 
ſincerity of my intentions in deſi gning, 


will 


publicly declaring my attachment to 


nl 
will atone for any imperfections that 
may appear in the execution, of a Mo- 
nument ſacred to the Memory of an 


unhappy Queen: and therefore, to - 
affectionate BROTHER, J moſt re- 


ſpectfully inſcribe the following g Poem; 
and am happy in this opportunity of | 


your Royal Perſon and F amily, and of 
ſubſcribing myſelf, with the greateſt 
humility, SIRE, 
Four MAJESTY's 
Moſt Dutiful Subject, 


And Devoted Servant, 


Lope, ? 
June 7, 1775. 5 | 


THE AUTHOR. 


THE 


VINDICATION 


o F 


INNOCENCE 


HAT means this gloom that ſits upon my ſoul ? =» 


| What ſigh involuntary heaves my breaſt? 
Why down my cheeks do floods of ſorrow roll? 
And ſudden ſtarts intrude upon my reſt ? 


No more in courts of Laughter I rejoice, 


Where Folly rears triumphantly her head ; 


w here Diſſipation lures with ſyren voice, 


And Pleaſures all around their poiſon ſpread . 


B 


Where, 


wein 


Where Lux'ry crowns, and regulates the board, 


And Circe drains th”? intoxicating glaſs ; 
Such are the joys that Maſquerades afford, 


Where ſober Wiſdom would for Madneſs pats ! 


Riches and Honours, Vanity : appear 
The charms of Beaut ty fade upon my gr $. 
Nor confidence in 3 can eaſe my care, 


In Solitude alone 7 18 my deliglit. 


Far from the noiſe of cities, 1 retire 
To vent my grief 1 in ſome ſequeſter'd g grove; 
Where the ſweet ſongfters of the feather *d choir, 


Fill all the air, with warbling notes of Love. 


When Phoebus bluſlüng ſinks to his repoſe, 
And the cool ev "ning ſpreads her mantle grey, 
There does fad Philomel her wrongs diſcloſe 


Whilſt Silence heightcns the melodious lay. 2 


Sure 


EL 3 


Sure (my ſoreboding mind miſgives) ſome blow, 


Some dircful blow lurks in tte womb of Fate, 
To lay the glories of my Country low, 


Or ſpread the veil of Sadneſs oer the ſtate. 


Perha IDS expiring Freedom now may droop, 
B * Lux y ſapp d, by Brib'ry underminꝰd; 
Perhaps, ev'n now, america may ſtoop, 


To fetters forg'd by traitors to mankind. 


No more the Olive may to peace invite, 
Conciliating meaſures plead no more; 
ENGLAND againſt herſelf may ruſh to TY 


And BRITISH blood may ſtain a BriTisH ſhore. 


WIIO ſhall relate the horrors of that War, 
In which with children fathers ſhall engage ? 
Wherein the conqu'rors ſhall receive a ſcar, 


And in the da of triumph mourn their rage. 


I Crt 


— 


ST” 


Where is my ſon? the weeping mother cries ; 


By death, alas! he's ſtretclyd upon the plain: 
Breathleſs upon the bloody field he lies, 


Sad aggravation! by a father ſlain. 


Give me my huſband! cries the widow'd * ife, 


5 Her hair diſnevelbd, and oppreſod with w oc: 
Alas! : he's by his ſon bereay'd of life, 


Whoſe undiſcerning g fury laid him * L 


Oh ! ! fatal Diſcord! how can kingdoms ſtand. 


When ſet at variance with themſelves by thee! 
What dreadful judgments muſt await a land, 


Plung'd into civil war at thy decree ! 


Oh! may kind Heaven avert that curſe of F ate, 


Wherein all muſt be loſer 85 none can win; 


May CoLoNIEs obey their PARENT STATE, 


And ſowers of Sedition fall therein. 


IE 


But, lo !---what heav'nly perſonage appears, 


Whoſe preſence beams effulgency of light? 
Tis TruTH ! I know her by the robe ſhe wears, 


Her robe of Innocence, of pureſt white. 


Say, faireſt Virgin! ! ſprung from ſource divine ! ! 
Why haſt thou viſited this vale of care? 2 
Why haſt thou left thy throne, where thou doſt ſhine 


To VIRTUE gracious, but to Vice ſevere ? 


Haſt thou deſcen ded to reform theſe times ? 
Times which for reformation loudly aſk ! 
Oh! could'ſt thou tell the number of our crimes, 


Thou would'ſt, amazed, decline the arduous taſk! 
Go to the ſea-waſled ſhore, and count the ſand, 

Or tell the ſtars that laminate the ſky ; 
Then ſpeak the follies of our guilty land, 
And mark our judgments falling from on high. 


© Or 


1 


Or art thou come to baniſh all deceit ; 

To tell meek-ey'd Simplicity to reign ; 
To bid impartial Juſtice take her ſeat, _ 
And to reſtore a golden age again. 


Thus I. —— With melan choly v. voice ſhe ſaid, 
50 Far other cauſe hath brought 1 me from the ſkies: : 
6 Haſt thou not heard that my MATILDA's dead * 
And fell to Jealouſy a facrifice ! J 


LY | thought that evil tidings ſvifter flew ; ; 
«© Sure Fame herſelf with grief is ſtupify d; 
<< Orelſe you would have heard reports too true, 


That of a broken heart MATILDA died. 


Is Fame in league with Scandal to betray, 
Or ſtamp contempt upon her royal name: 
e Shall calumnies unanſwer'd paſs away, 


Or unrefuted ſlanders blaſt her fame: 


% Forbid 


1 


( Forbid it Goodneſs; no, 'tis thine to write 
40 What Truth ſhall dictate, Juſtice ſhall command; 
«© Tis thine, her Injur'd Character to right, 
e And ſound her Virtue through her native land. 


66 © Unhappy QUEEN ! ! to Greatneſs born i in yain ; ; 
« © Though friends and brothers could not take thy 
6c „Though enemies thine honour baſely ſtain, nes 


ee And ſhafts of e have — thine heart; 3 


Soon ſhall theſe Clouds of Darkneſs diſappear ; ; 
c Pl] tear the maſk from Malice, and reveal 


0 Thoſe frauds which laid thee on an early bier, 
«© And baniſh'd thee to weep, and die at Zell. 


Let venal laureats write from venal views, 
ehe common mourners o'er a bed of ſtate, 
A nobler theme demands thy nobler mule, 


8 Thy verſe to INNOCENCE to conſecrate.“ 


She 


a 


She ſpake - and vaniſlod in a blaze of day. 
O! cruel Death, thy triumph I deplore; 
How haſt thou taken INNoc ENCE away, 


Our CAROLINE MATILDA | is no more! 


O! come Melpomene, FO mournful maid, 
| That ever art with Sorrow to be found; 
N Leave for a while thy ſolitary ſhade ; ; 


"_- murm'ring brook with . willows 
[crowwd ; 


Leave for a while thy gloomy cypreſs grove, 
Which never chearful ſun could penetrate; "FP 


Where penſive Melancholy loves to rove, 
And Contemplation walks with thoughtful gait : 


| Ocome! andletmeloſe myſelf in thee ; 


Sad and harmomous let my numbers flow; 


Teach me to mourn departed Majeſty, 
With a majeſtic * of woe. 


O wretched 


[ 13 | 


O wretched Princeſs! how ſhall I relatc 
The various wrongs that robb'd thee of thy reſt ? 
How ſpeak the triumphs of a cruel Fate, 
That ng its daggers in thy tender breaſt ! 


Sure thou wer't doonvd to ſorrow from the womb ; 
Grief after grief in fad ſucceſſion roſe, 
And from thy youthful days unto thy tomb, 


Thou wer't attended by a train of woes. 


Sure thou wer't born an inſtance to declare, 
That bliſs 3 is not inherent 3 in a crown; 


That oft the diadem is furr'd with care, 
And thorns may lurk beneath a bed of down. 


Yes; by thy fad example we are taught, 

That whilſtthe ſubjects bleſvd with peace of mind, 
(Which nor by wealth nor glory can be bought), 
The monarch reigns, moſt wretched of mankind. 


D Hail ! 


| 14 | 

Hail ! calm Content ! thee oft the peaſant greets, 
Returning from the labours of his days; 
And having feaſted on the balmy ſweets, 

Happy upon a bed of ſtraw he lays. 


Thy preſence can diffuſe a {mile ſerene 
Upon the face of conſcious i innocence z z 
But care diſtinguiſhes the ſowreign's mein; % 


Cares againſt which a crown's a yain defence. 


W hen thou wer't born, 1 no gladneſs crowwd the day, 
Huſh'd was the voice of Muſic, and of Mirth ; 
In the cold grave our Royal FxED'RIC lay, 
And Melancholy triumph'd at thy birth: 


BRITANNIA mourn'd the PRINCE of WAL Es's death ; 
; Thou never could'ſt a tender father boaſt, 
Alas! before thou dreweſt thine infant bre ath, 
Thy tender father, beſt of friends, was loſt ! 


No 


| 
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No ſire hadſt thou, with all- endearing ſmiles 


of prattling infant i innocence to pleaſe ; 


Death had releasgd him from all worldly toils ; 


He never liv'd to take thee on his knees; 


| He never livd to claſp thee 3 in his arms, 


And, whillt his breaſt parental paſſions move, 


To ga ze with rapture on thy op'ning charms, ” 


Difſolv 3 in tranſports of 1 love! 


Sad omen ! that . ſeem to prophecy, 


That, as a RovyarL Or PHAN thou wer't born ; 


So, overwhelmed with miſery thou ſhould'ſt die, 


A ROYAL EXILE, friendleſs and forlorn. 


Peace to his gentle ſhade ! Oh! could he know 


The Wrongs thowſt ſuffer*d on a foreign ſhore ; 
Ev'n in elyſium would his ſorrows flow 


For CAaroLINE MATILDA now no more! 


How 


[16 7 


How wer't thou tended in thine early age! 
Nurs'd in a palace, delicately fair; 
All ſtrove who moſt thy favour ſhould engage, 
Who moſt ſhould prove aſſiduous i in their care. 


Is there a dainty Lux'ry could afford, . 
That Was not fetch'd from diſtant climes for thee? ? 
That Was not culbd to ornament thy board, 
Or pleaſe thy taſte with ſweet variety? 


For thee the purple bluſh'd with Tyrian dye; 
For thee the loom its richeſt textures ſpread; 
And ſilver ſwans afforded a ſupply 


From their own breaſts, of down to ſmoothe thy 
(bed. 


Nature, for thee, her choiceſt ſweets prepar'd, 
And with her fragrancy perfum'd the air; 
For thee their crimſon buds carnations rear'd, 


And roſes beautify'd the rich parterre. 


The 


TT 


The ſun neꝰer ſcorch'd thee in meridian blaze; 


Refreſhing zephyrs fann'd thee with their wings, 
Refreſhing zephyrs ſcreewd thee from his rays, 
And winter's loſt in palaces of kings. 


But to what end hath ſerv'd this tenderneſs : ? 

Alas! your bitter anguiſh to increaſe, 

And, by a contraſt with your former bliG, 
Make thee bewail the more 2 loſs of — . 


Theſe delicacies kivve but renderꝰd thee 
Leſs able adverſe fortune to oppoſe 3 z 


And now, inſtead of paſt proſperity, 
We ſee thee ſink beneath a load of woes! 


Oh ſad reverſe! the curſe of frowning Fate 
That adds new poignancy to ev'ry grief; 

That heightens all the horrors of thy ſtate, 
And leaves thee wretched, hopeleſs of relief! 


E Oh 


L a | 


Oh! had thy Parents, at thy birth foreſeen 
Thine honour faded, glory clouded o'er ; 
What undiſſembled Mourning then had been, 


For CAROLIINE MATILDA, now no more! 


How happily her youthful days were paſt, 


Under the great Au us rAꝰs tender care; 


When ew ry day in joy excelld the laſt, 


And Innocence and Virtue croww'd the year. 


| Her op'ning charms with pleaſure ſhe ſurveyd, 
And in the ſchool of Wiſdom form'd her mind; 

And though the bloom of Beauty grac'd the maid, 
No Vice could in her heart reception find. 


Her op'ning charms with lilies might compare, 
Or bluſhing roſes, glory of the Spring ; 


As ſpotleſs was her mind, her form as fair, 


All beautiful without, all pure within. 


Such 


L 3 
Such was the youthful beauty of her face, 
As Venus might herſelf be proud to own; 
Such was her mind, improv'd with ev'ry grace, 


Which in Minerva Queen of Wiſdom, ſhone. 


Not fv iter \ were thoſe years of pleaſure paſt, 
Than ewry beauty ripew'd as they flew; ol 


8 Each day eclipꝰd the luſtre of the laſt, 


Till perfect in maturity ſhe grew. 


Where-ver ſhe paſt, a ' multitude with; joy, 


Upon their PRINCESS reverently gad; 
Their loyal pray*rs aſcended to the —_ 
Envy was dumb, and Malice ſtood amazed. 


Her brothers boſoms Emulation fill d, 
Who moſt fraternal tenderneſs ſhould prove ; 
AvGusTA viewed, rejoic'd, her youngeſt child, 


The laſt dear pledge of Royal FRE D'RIC's love. 


Oh 


| 20 ] 


Oh could theſe charms have been conceaPd from Fame! 
Bleſs'd had ſhe lived, and unenſnar'd by pow'r; 
And Calumny had never ſtaii'd the name 


Of Ca ROLINE MATILDA, now no more! 


But here, alas! muſt end her ſcene of bliſs, 
Here the beginning of her woes we date; 'F 


Monarchs are ſeldom born for happineſs, 


And Peace is 1 found gt the great. 


Beauty and Virtue conkd not long remain 
Wrapp'd in a veil of dark obſcurity ; 

Fame whiſper'd to the daughters of the main, 

And through the Britiſh empire of the ſea, 


A rumour ſpread, increaſing as it flew, 
That at the ENGLISH CovurT a PRINCESS vd, 


Fairer than ever dreams of Fiction knew, 


Fairer than could by — be believ'd; 


That 


[ 21 ] 

That ſhe was virtuous too, as well as fair, 
Deſcended from a LINE that cr ac'd the Throne. 

A Monarch liſten'd with attentive ear, 


And * with her reſolv'd to ſhare his crown: 


A Royal embaſly he ſent, to claim 
MATILDA for the confort of his love; ; 


Perhaps his breaſt might feel a gewrous flame, 


Perhaps ſtate-reaſons might his pallion move. 


The Council of the realm his fait approvid ; 
AvuGusTA his propoſals heard with; joy: b 
But who conſulted if MAT1 LDA lovd | 


The Monarch whom they choſe for their Ally? 


Was it material? Princes are to wed 
Not for their pleaſure, but the Public Good; 
And are not Princeſſes as captives led 


To thoſe whorre equal to themſelves in blood? 


F Oh 


[ 22 ] 
Oh wretched ſtate of Princes! happier far 

The meaneſt ſubjects, who their choice obey ; 
Who for no int'reſts of a nation care, 


But go where Love and Nature lead the way. 


The Nuptial i is with them a bliGful ſtate, 
Tranſported they behold their mutual charms Y 


or view their num'rous progeny elate, 5 


And loſe their ſorrows 3 in each other's arms. I 


Not ſuch the lot of Princes. They muſt chuſe 
The Commonwealth, and not themſelves, to 
For vain Ambition, Happineſs they loſe ; (P leaſe ; 


And to their int'reſt ſacrifice their eaſe. 


Thus would I whiſper in Ambitions ear; 
Thee, let not Vanity to Migry bring; 

For know, the Daughter of a Britiſh Peer 

Is more than worthy of a Foreign King. 


Virtue 


[ 23 ] 


Virtue can more than compenſate for birth, 


Andviewsfalſe grandeur with contemptuous frown. 
Alliances with native Britiſh worth, 


May reflect luſtre on the — crown. 


Should Princes 3 in a future age be born, 
And marry ſubjects that adorn mankind 
manner politicians proudly ſcorn, 


Twould prove their true nobility of mind. 


But reaſons all are vain ! Parents command, 
The Public Good requires a Gacrifice ; 3 
And CaroL IN E muſt leave her native land, 


To ſtrengthen us with Danes for our allies. 


Such was the ſentence frowning Stars decreed ; ; 

F rom Mother and from Brothers ſhe muſt part: 
To Denmark ſhe muſt go, in ſtate to bleed, 
But her lov'd England till retainꝰd her heart . 


In 


[a ] 


In vain reluctant pleaded ſhe to ſtay, 
And breathe her laſt in Britain's tempyrate ſoil ; 
The winds propitious ſummon'd her away, 


And calb'd her far from Albion happy iſle, 


She muſt obey ; z and, weeping as ſhe went 
W ith farewell tears bedewed her native ſhore ; . 
Whilſt fervent pray*rs to Heav'n the people ſent 


For CAROLINE Mar! L Da, now no more! 


With fav ring pales 1 their *. als they ſpre 1 7 
And plough d the foaming ſurface of the . 4 

With pity Amphitrite droopꝰd her head, 
And evry billow wept to ſee her weep. 


Farewell dear native land (MATTIL DA cry'd), 
Bleſsd feat of Freedom, to the Muſes dear; 
Where I was born, and where I would have dy'd, 


Had I been doom'd to fortune leſs ſevere ! 


Soon 


[ 25 | 

Soon ſhall thy chalky cliffs in clouds be loſt, 
Soon diſappear for ever from my view ; 

Compell'd by Fate to ſeek a foreign coaſt, 
And bid to all my friends a laſt adieu. 


g Oh! could they read the ſorrows of my breaſt, 
Sure they muſt pity, though they v ould not ſpare! 
She ſpake-—a flood of tears ſuppreſsd the reſt ; 

| Silence could beſt exceſs of orief declare. 


Now let us follow to the Daniſh ſtrand, 
See her arriy'd within the wiſbꝰd- for port; 


Acclaiming millions welcome her to land, 


And nobles guide her to their monarch's « court. 


Oh, with what joy hs gaz'd upon her charms ! 


Which beautiful through all her forrows ſhone; 
Vouchſafe (ſaid he), and claſp'd her in his arms, 


Vouchſafe with me to ſhare the Daniſh crown; 


121 


Not that a crown ſuch beauty can deſerve, 


Or with thy Virtue, glory be compar'd; 
But I myſelf reſign, without reſerve, 


Be thou 1 my great, my ſole reward. 


Thus having ſpoke, he tenderly embrac'd, 


And rais'd unto Jus throne a Mourning Bride! 


A throne, with Majeſty MaTiLDa grac'd; 


Her —— a ſceptre — d 


The people of cheir monarchs choice approv/ d, 
And 3 joyful acclamations loudly ſpre ad; 


But Hymen from the rites his torch remov d, 


And Juno frown'd upon the nuptial bed. 


However, grief to duty muſt give way, 
She ſmiPd with youthful chearfulneſs again; 1 


Her care was now her conſort to obey, 


And heighten ev'ry bleſſing of his reign . 


Thus 


| 27 J 


Ti. {or a time ſhe lived, belov'd by all, 


Raisd to the higheſt pinnacle of Power 
Riches and Grandeur waited on her call, 


And Fortune ev'ry bleſling: ſeem'd to ſhow*r : f 


The mo narclvs joy two lovely children crown'd, 
And fil'd the mother's ſoul with tenderneſs, 

Profeſſing friends encompaſs'd her around, 

Ty And * promis'd Permanencr of bliſs. 


But was ſhe happy ? could ſhe quite » thine 
England, and friends whom there ſhe left behind! 


Could empty pageantry her joy compleat, 


Or wipe the dear remembrance from her mind? 


In Denmark, Power Deſpotic bore the ſway, 
And Tyranny's oppreſſive rod was known; 
But Britons Liberty alone obey, = = 
And Freedom fix*d and guards the'Engliſh Throne. 


She 


[ 8 ] 


She had no fr iend on whom ſhe could rely, 
Whatever inighit by ſtr. angers be profeſs : 

And oft to England would ſhe waft a ſigh, 
A ſigh that ifſu' d from a tr oubled breaſt. 


Too 150 the ſhow of happineſs was paſt ; 


Soon her proſperity was clouded 0 er; 


And all the fleeting j joys were overcaſt 


of CAROLINE Marrupa, now no more 


Oh! that the ſoften'd Muſe might draw a veil, 
Over the Woes that crowd upon her fight ; z 


Might at this ſiniling period cloſe her tale, 
And Treaſons dark conſign to endleſs night! 


It cannot be. The tribute of my pen 
18 juſtly due to INI UR'D INNOCENCE : 
Shall Virtue of inſulting foes complain, 


Without a friend to riſe in her defence? 


Without 


[ 29 |] 
Without creating potent enemies, 
Who can expect to reign both good and great ? = 


Suſpicion watches with ten thouſand eyes, 


And Envy treads upon the heels of tate. 


Cr owns may have charms Ambition to allure, 
To practiſe deep laid ſchemes of Villainy; 
And ſtretch a point a ſeeptre to procure, 


Which in another's hand, ſlie hates to ſee. 


Per haps Ambition might a Mother move, 


A fav'rite ſon to raiſe unto a throne: ; 
To act what conſcience never could approve, 


And by baſe Arts to ſhake MaTiLDa's crown! 


Yes ! it was ſo-—-I ſaw the furies light 
Accurs'd Ambitions torch with flames from hell: 
Envy and Jealouſy I ſaw unite, 


And upon CAaroLINE their Fury fell. 


H Yes, 


[ 30 ] 
Yes, it was ſo-—from her infernal den 
Burſting with poiſon, Calumny aroſe, 


EF rom whom, the chaſteſt of the Fair to ſtain, 


A flood of animated venom flows. 


Her matted locks with hiſſing 1 ſnakes were bound; 
And hell, with all 3 its rage, inflam' d her breaſt. 
She darts tlie ſhafts of Infamy around, 
And always aims her malice at the beſt. 


Shafts whoſe deep wounds deſpiſe the healing art, 
And mock at all the Eſculapian ſtore, . 
Which ne*er could caſe the ſorrows of the heart 


Of CaroLINE MATILDA ! now no more. 


Secure in unſuſpecting INNocENCE, 

And for ſo black a tempeſt unprepar'd ; 
Could ſhe againſt ſuch Treaſons make defence? 
Pity d by all ſhe fell! condemwd unheard. 


Condemn'd 


! 


Condemn'd unheard! For deaf was ev'ry ear, 
To ev'ry plea of Majeſty diſtreſsd ; 

Her judges prejudiced ! her doom ſevere ! 1 
She fell, by falſchoods of her foes oppref#d. 


From England far, from friends and Brothers torn; | 
| Who, againſt Monarchy, ſhould plead her cauſe ? 

Who ſhould a reigning mother dare to ſcorn ? 1 
Or ſtand the thunders of deſpotic laws? 


In vain the huſband pleaded, and the fire, 
In vain the Royal Infants mov'd their pray*r ; 3 
The Soy Yreigw's tortur'd ſoul was ſet on fire 


By Jealouſy, that never learn'd to ſpare. 


To cauſe a Revolution in the State 
Though wretched, InxocexnT MaTtiLpa fell; 
Perhaps the Son to illegitimate, 


The ROYAL MoTHER was exil'd to Zell! 


Robb'd 


L gn 1 


Robb'd of her Crown, degraded from her Throne, 


And from her tender children forc'd away 3 b 
Will not Reflection aſk, What Crime was done ? 
That, let Brandt ſpeak; that, let Struenſee fay ! d 


Who, when cut off from Hope by doom vere, 
— They on Eternal Confines trembling ſtood, 
Pronounc'd the HONOUR of MATILDA CLEAR, 


And ſeaPd their TESTIMONY with their BLo00D. 


Had ſhe been Guilty, would her enemies, 
Or Daniſh Clemency her life have ſpard? 
She ſurely would have fall'n a facrifice, 


And met in Death a juſt, ſevere reward. 


But Heav'n preſerv'd her. She was INNOCENT : 
Heaven all their bloody purpoſes reſtrain'd; 
And thoſe contented with her Baniſhment, 
Who in her ſtead in Denmark proudly reign'd. 


What 
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What could the Daniſh King ? let thoſe declare 
Who know the Virtues that adorn'd his breaſt ; 
For me it is enough his faults to ſpare, 

And let his —— in oblivion reſt. 


But would not ENGLAND's SOVRREIGN interfere 
His Ix J uR'D SISTER to revenge and right ? : 
Miſrepreſented might theſe Facts appear, 

Or Courtiers raiſe a miſt before his debe. 


However, ſuch was her 3 doom, 
Such was the ſad cataſtrophe of power; 7 
Such were the Wrongs that hurry'd to a tomb 


Our CaroLINE MATILDA, now no more! 


Thoſe that beheld her 1 in her exil d ſtate, 
Her Honour blee ding, and depriv'd of s; 


; Muſt mock at the vain grandeur of the great, 
And ſinile at ſuch unſtable happineſs. 


Where's 


I 
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Where's now the ſceptre? where the gorgeous crown? 
Or where the purple robe of Majeſty ! 
Where are the ſlaves that trembled at her frown, 
And ſtrove who ſhould the moſt obſequious be? 


Where are they? Vaniſh'd in a cloudy day! 
No more is CAROLINE a reigning Queen! 


They love to walk i in Fortunes flowry way, 


But rarely with Adverſity are ſeen. 


At Zell, the hoarſe complaints of grief were heard, 
And Sorrow ſfadderd mourns returning light: 
To diſſipate the gloom no joys. appeard, 
But Melancholy darken d ev'ry night . 


Could ſhe long live! furrounded thus with woe! g 
Cut off from evry hope of happineſs ! ! 
Could ſuch inceſſant floods of ſorrow flow, 
And life exiſt ſuperior to diſtreſs ?. 


Could 
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Could ſhe the loſs of character ſurvive : 
or quite forget the children of her love ? ? 


Beneath a load of Guilt imputed live, 
And all remembrance of the paſt remove? 


Ah no! As lilies drooping in their prime, 

She fell a prey to Death's unerring dart; 

A fever call d her hence before her time, 

And bitter pangs of anguiſh broke her heart 


"2M ut off 3 in youth, and Beauty's early bloom, 
(Though all her charms by grief were overcaſt) 
She ſought a refuge in the filent tomb, 

And ſtabb d by keen reflection breatlvd has laſt. 


Come Greatne here! MaTILDA contemplate, 
Breathleſs and pale inanimated clay ! 

And know, proud Monarchs, ſuch. ſhall be your ſtate, 
When the ſtern Tyrant ſummons you away ! 


Come 


[ 36 ] 


Come Pity! drop a ſmpathizing tear 


Upon the wretched Queen, in youth laid low : : 
Come Flora! and with roſes ſtrew her bier, 


And on her grave let mournful cypreſs grow. 


Come Truth! chief mourner o'er her royal hearſe, 
And vindicate her greatly injur'd name 1 
p Come Poetry ! and in thy choiceſt verſe 


crown her with 20 of immortal fame! 


Though humbled in the grave MATILDA lies, 
| Releagd from all her agonizing woes; 
Her ſpotleſs ſpirit ſoars above the ſkies, 
Superior to the malice of her foes ! 


Superior to the pow'r of Calumny, 
Wh ich never ſhall diſturb her peace again; ; 
She reigns a GLORIOUS SERAPH in the ſky, 


For ever freed from ev'ry ſenſe of pain. 


ves! 
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Yes! though wlulſt living, Envy hiſs'd aloud, 


And Calumny was bold to break her reſt; 
1 fee her VirxTvE burſting through a cloud, 


And her Mai Es TIC INNOCENCE confeſt! 


I fee her landed in the Port of Bliſs; 
Her Conflicts and her Troubles all are o'er ; 
Crowwd with ETERNITY of Harrixxss, 


And CAROLINE MATILDA weeps no more! 


Taxz EN D, 
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